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one of them had had its right horn broken, and the horn
had grown obliquely down over its head. Resting on his"
elbows, half closing his eyes, Gregor lay on the wagon.
He began to recall the bullocks he had worked with in
his childhood and later, when he had grown up. They
were all different in colouring, in build, in character ; even
in their horns each had its distinctive feature. At one
time he had handled a bullock with a crumpled horn just
like this one. Ill-tempered and cunning, it always looked
out of the corners of its eyes, rolling its bloodshot whites ;
it tried to kick when approached from behind, and always
in the field season, when the cattle were turned loose to
graze on the steppe at night, it tried to make its way home,
or, still worse, hid in the forest, or in the distant dells.
Gregor had often spent a long day riding on horseback
over the steppe, and, after giving up hope of ever finding
the lost bullock, had suddenly discovered it somewhere
in the very bottom of a ravine, in an impenetrable thicket
of thorn, or in the shade of an old and spreading crab
apple. That crumple-horned devil could slip its head out
of the bullock lead, and at night it used to raise the crossbar
of the gate to the cattle yard, would get out and, swimming
across the Don, would go wandering through the meadow-
land. Many an unpleasant and bitter moment had that
bullock given Gregor in its time.
" What's that bullock with the crumpled horn like ?
Quiet ? " he asked the woman.
" Yes. Why, what about it ? "
" I was only interested."
Only' is a good word, if there's nothing more to say/'
the woman pronounced with a sneer.
Gregor was silent again. It was pleasant thinking about
the past, about those days of peace, about work, about
everything that had nothing to do with war. For that
seven-year long war had fed him up beyond words, and at
the very recollection of it, of some episode connected with
Ms army service, he felt a griping nausea and numb
irritation.
He had done with fighting. Had enough of it. He was
riding home in order, at last, to betake himself to work,
to live with his children, with Aksinia. While still at
the front he had firmly resolved to take Aksinia to himself,